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burgomaster's house stood, and began to
through a little throng of burghers.
When they saw my         they            to

hoot ar.d jeer         hiss.

** Are you proud of your friends ? " I
to Gaspar.

" Thi? is your wages/" lie grunted.

In a laree bare room sat Laureaz de
Si. Trend and the burgomaster of Breuthe
tovi'ii, talking anxiously together.

" He came like a sheep ! " quoth Gaspar
as we entered. The burgomaster scowled
at me. Ke was a little man with red
hair and a freckled face and nervous
fidgety hands,

** Two halberdiers ! " he said in a piping
voice,  and  two  of  their  weedy
soldiers tcok their stand by

St. Trend sat up in Ms chair, and I
by his face that he knew 1 had brought Ms
daughter back*   The deep-set eyes were

gay now;  but then as he
at me they grew gloomy again.

" John Newstead 1 " he         in a low

voice*    "It is                          you, that

you, as officer, bearing the commission of